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General Editor’s 


What are the latest development and produce of poetry in the world? 
Indeed, this is a pressing question for Chinese poets, since only a few 
of them could directly respond to a poem written in a foreign 
language, and in most cases, they have to read renditions of poems to 
gain some insight. Fortunately, quite a number of poetry periodicals 
run columns to introduce and transmit foreign poems via translations 
of them. However, it remains an arduous and almost impossible 
mission to represent the panoramic view of world poetry with only a 
pitiful few translated versions of the selected poems, some of which 
are not “contemporary” at all. 

On this occasion, I felt compelled to give its due honor to 
Rendition of International Poetry, formerly known as The World 
Poets Quarterly, the only multi-language quarterly of modern poems 
translation in the world. Since its first issue released in 1995, the 
periodical has run over 106 issues in nearly 30 years, introducing 
more than 4,000 poets to the readers and offering 11,000 translated 
versions of poems in 200,000 lines of 20 million words. It was 
through the introduction of Dr. Zhang Zhizhong, I personally came 
to know the executive editor-in-chief Dr. Zhang Zhi and the guiding 
principle for him to initiate this quarterly—“eclectic” for his poetry 
selection, therefore he had rallied around him world class poets, 
translators and professors, including Dr. Yu Haitao, Dr. Choi 
Laisheung and Dr. Rosemary C. Wilkinson as the founding fathers 
for this periodical, and later he invited a galaxy of translators as guest 
editors, including Yang Chenhu (Yang Xu), Dr. Zhang Zhizhong, 
Yang Zongze, Madam Cherry, Yin Xiaoyuan, Haifeng Yan (Brent 
Yan), Dr. Tongtian Jianri, Shi Yonghao, Ma Tingting, Ding Liqun and 


Lin Qiao’er. So far, it has translated and published poem collections 
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by poets from over 30 countries and 400 poem selections in more 
than 20 languages, serving as an intersection for international cultural 
exchange by introducing Chinese poems abroad and poems in other 
languages to the Chinese readers as well. Meanwhile, this periodical 
is a launchpad for some Chinese poets to gain international 
recognition and some have won the national literary awards from 
Greece, Brazil, US, Israel, France, India, Italy, Austria, Lebanon, the 
Republic of North Macedonia, Kosovo, Bengal, India, etc. In poem 
selection, Dr. Zhang insists on publishing the most up-to-date poems 
by both renowned and new poets from a wide range of countries and 
regions and the periodical has been especially appreciated for 
promoting new poets. In poem translation, Dr. Zhang Zhi holds 
quality first principle, and most of the translations are done by 
renowned translators—I myself have often been assigned translation 
tasks directly by him. It is for his constant aspiration for the premium- 
quality poems and translations that this quarterly has developed into 
a unique platform for Chinese poets and translators to gain 
knowledge of the latest poem writing trends in the world and to hone 
their translating skills. 

Serving as one of the guest editors, Prof. Haifeng Yan (pen- 
named Muxi Yan in Chinese Pinyin, English name Brent Yan or 
B.O.Y) was born to a family of a profound literary tradition. For the 
influence of his grandfather, a country teacher, at a fairly early age, 
he was exposed to the backbone of Chinese ancient classics, namely 
“the four books and five classics”, which had kindled his lasting 
interest in poetry and learning as a whole. Years later, this bright pupil 
of a scholarly grandfather grew into an upright, vigorous, and 
prodigiously gifted poet and scholar-it is very rare to have these 
shining qualities to be found collectively in one so young. In his 
postgraduate years for a MA degree, he had been trained by the late 
master translator of Chinese Classics, Prof. Wang Rongpei, with 
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whom, he had done a substantial amount of translation and developed 
a serious attitude towards it. In the DA phase, he had followed his 
famous poet translator supervisor Wang Jianzhao to delve deeper into 
the studies of European-American poetry, and American poetry in 
particular. If love of poetry is his “inner beacon”, he is always 
walking in the beam of it. Besides these scholarly influences, he 
draws heavily on life, both on social and natural levels- on the one 
hand, he has shown much interest in social events and try to approach 
them from different aspects and on the other, love of his people and 
land is born in his vein, nourishing him all the while. Till now, he had 
been engaged in traditional Chinese poetry writing for more than 30 
years, and some of his traditional Chinese poems had been published 
in his poem collection A Page of Rill and Hill. He is also good at 
composing new poems, which are collected in Cruel Moon, and some 
single poem creations and translations are occasionally published in 
Poetry Periodical, Jiangnan Poetry Periodical, etc. Over the past 20 
years, he had published 20 poem collections. In 2021, he planned and 
worked as editor-in-chief for an ambitious book series titled Orient- 
Occident Lit Collection(OQOLC), for which—thanks to his 
charismatic leadership—he had gathered the most talented people in 
this field to publish over 20 books in a variety of languages in a dozen 
countries, exerting quite a positive impact on overseas readers. 

On Rendition of International Poetry, Brent has published his 
poem renditions for ten years. In 2021, he thought it was the right 
time to compile these renditions into distinct poem translation 
collections based on themes or genres. After being authorized by the 
editor-in-chief Zhang Zhi, he invited me to be the editor-in-chief for 
his new poetry collection series, with which I gladly complied. 

The translation series is titled BOY Translation of International 
Poetry Series, which will mainly publish poems and translated 
versions done in the past ten years when the periodical was still titled 
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The World Poets Quarterly. Excluding those published after the 
periodical changed its name, the translated works mount to nearly 10 
thousand lines and 100 thousand words in total, if computed 
according to the general rule, that is, every ten lines in a poem is equal 
to 1,000 words. Taken into consideration the great diversity in length 
and form and shift in languages (from English to Chinese and vise 
versa), it is quite an accomplishment for a young scholar, a virtuoso, 
a professional editor and an outstanding poet-translator. What amazes 
me more is that Brent had all the talent, patience and passion to 
translate each line with great proficiency and accuracy, acquired 
through his poetry writing talent and voluminous translation practice. 

However, it is not easy to sort out and edit these poems and 
renditions into 9 books due to their bulky volume, long span over 
time, and diversity in pattern. Fortunately, Brent could attract a dozen 
more editors to work with him. It is indeed a stellar team of scholars, 
ranging from high school to university teachers, bachelors and 
masters of arts. With each responsible for a specific theme and subject, 
these people, with a stunning efficiency, helped to edit and publish 
his books within three months. To best embody Brent’s creativity in 
themes and genres choice, a few poems and translations are allowed 
to be anthologized in different books. It is actually quite a common 
practice in poetry collection editing. 

As for the publishing agent—the American Publishing Inc., it is 
quite a success story in its field, an enterprising agency that endeavors 
to emulate the six traditional publishing giants, led by Random House. 
In 30 years of development, it has made a strong return to book 
publishing with more innovative ideas pertain to the modes of 
publication. Therefore, this series is a trend-setting attempt made by 
the editor-translator, an active step forward, echoing Chinese national 
promotion policies, to meet our needs for cultural transmission, to 
demolish the old and build a new Chinese image and to let our true 
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voice be heard. 

To be an editor-in-chief is a huge responsibility, but it is also my 
honor to witness and supervise the publication of such a ground- 
breaking series, which is not only the fruition of a translator’s ten 
years of hard work, but an encapsulation of world poetry innovations 
in ten years. As far as I know, this is the first translation selection of 
a contemporary middle-aged translator, and it best represents the 
author’s great language proficiency and thorough understanding and 
ease in choice of diction in both SL and TL. The series speaks to the 
proverb, “Like a teacher, like a student”, because it is a sort of “the 
laying on of hands” by a series of master translators, from whom 
Brent has gained a keen perception of poetry and translation. For 
example, Dr. Zhang Zhi, with a global view and broad mind, has 
authorized and encouraged him to publish his translation selection, 
after he had provided him an editor’s platform in his periodical. I 
deem it my great honor to present this series to the reader, in the hope 
that all will be delighted to find a poetic mind as they read through 


the poems. 


Dr. Li Zhengshuan 
at Hailong Garden 
Translated by Wu Chunxiao 
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RECOMMENDATION 


Faithiul to a Poetic Heart, Connate with a Rendering Mind 


Poem is untranslatable. 

However, poem is always being translated. 

Chinese poems are untranslatable, and can’t be translated by 
Chinese people. However, Chinese people are always doing the 
translation: they not only translate English poems into Chinese, but 
also translate Chinese poems into foreign languages. From the 1980s, 
the number of people engaged in translating Chinese poems into 
English began to increase in China. And it is gaining stronger impetus 
nowadays. 

According to my childhood memories, there were many domestic 
poetry periodicals at that time, mainly engaged in publishing works 
of Chinese poets; later, they would occasionally publish Chinese 
translations of foreign poems. In the last one or two decades, some 
poetry periodicals began to set up the column of “English Translation 
of Chinese Poems”, which indicated that translation direction of 
poems had changed from one-way to two-way: in addition to Chinese 
translation of English poems, there was also English translation of 
Chinese poems. Chinese translation of English poems is the input of 
foreign poems; while English translation of Chinese poems is output 
of Chinese poems. 

There are many unofficial masters, and there are many good poems 
that are deemed unofficial. English translation of Chinese poems, 
namely the project of promoting the go-out of Chinese poems, has 
been undertaken mostly by the unofficial. I remember a poetic 
monograph I read about seventeen or eighteen years ago, a sentence 
of which made me excited: In order to enable Chinese poems to go 
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out, Chinese poets issued a poetry periodical named The Chinese 
Poetry International. 

I felt so excited because The Chinese Poetry International (which 
was then renamed The World Poets Quarterly before Rendition of 
International Poetry) was just one of the poetry periodicals that I 
partook the translation at that time for each issue. Edited by Dr. Zhang 
Zhi, a poet from Chongqing, from 1995, this poetry quarterly in 
multi-languages has survived for 27 years. I remember that in winter 
of 2004, I got in contact with Dr. Zhang Zhi via e-mail, we “fell in 
love” with each other though not meeting in reality, and from then on 
I started my persevering translation of poems for several decades. 
One day, when I called on Mr. Xu Yuanchong in his home, he said to 
me: “You and Dr. Zhang Zhi have made a very good cooperation!” 
Upon his words, I invited him on behalf of the magazine as art 
consultant to the periodical. I also became inseparable from the then 
World Poets Quarterly, nurturing even deeper love toward it. Later, 
in addition to establishing the periodical, Dr. Zhang Zhi also planned 
The Book Series of the World Poets (Bilingual) and Book Series of 
the Empire Poetry, and published many collections of poems in 
multiple languages in The Earth Culture Press, Ohio, USA. Over 27 
years, Rendition of International Poetry has gathered or cultivated a 
batch of poem translators. Dr. Zhang Zhi the editor-in-chief adhere 
strictly to the principle: the translators of poems must be poets. 

Dr. Yan Haifeng(Brent Yan, B.O.Y) is a poet, translator and scholar 
at the same time, and he has been dedicated to Rendition of 
International Poetry for more than a decade. Now, Dr. Yan makes 
summary and sorting of his translated poems published in the 
previous issues of The World Poets Quarterly, shoulders the planning 
and coordinating tasks, and sets up a compiling team of more than 
ten members, to publish them as BOY Translation of International 
Poetry in the form of collection, serving as a subset of a larger literary 
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series i.e. Orient-Occident Lit Collection (OOLC) to which he was 
the general editor, and publish them to the globe via Amazon 
Publishing—I’ m delirious with joy! 

What a coincidence. I have once said to Dr. Zhang Zhi several 
years ago that, our magazine has been existed for many years and has 
published numerous excellent poems from various countries, and it’s 
time to consider publishing select series. Dr. Zhang Zhi agreed gladly, 
but this matter was laid aside due to shortage of funds and other 
obstacles. Now hearing that Dr. Yan is working on this, I feel very 
happy, and although he only selects his own translations, this makes 
a good start indeed. Those who engage in translation have alike mind 
in translation. 

In recent years, when browsing international anthologies of 
poems published by the western world, we can occasionally see 
English translations of Chinese poems, toward which I feel very 
happy. 

Chinese poems are going out. I hope we can— 

always be faithful to a poetic heart. I hope we can 


always be connate with a rendering mind. 


Zhang Zhizhong 
Early in the morning of March 10, 2022 


Songjian Hut, Tianjin 
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RECOMMENDATION 


Translation is the transference of information, viz. a word-for- 
word communication and exchange. While the translation of poems 
is the embrace of a soul and another, after which a new soul is born 
thereupon. Then the new soul starts its own journey, climbing over 
steep slopes and ravines one by one, before arriving at some 
necessary being—the fitting time and location, where it’d sneak 
untraceably into the body of a reader to commence another 
transference like translation. The aforementioned embrace is thus 
reproduced and, in turn, it promotes the inner reforming and 


regrouping of bone and flesh, heart and blood, to forge another soul... 


Wang Jianzhao 
March 18, 2022 


Yuxin Garden, Beijing 
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WEE | So 

Actinia | Gu Pin 

BR, BROZ Gh) | we 
An Qing, An Qing 012 | visai 
BR, BROS | et 

An Qing, An Qing 013 | visai 
BR, BKOM | et 

An Qing, An Qing 014 | pi Bai 
BR, BKOLS | et 

An Qing, An Qing 015 | biai 
BR, KK 016 | et 

An Qing, An Qing 016 | bisai 
BIR, BIRO | wet 

An Qing, An Qing 017 | visai 
BLE +++ Spat) | mike 


Now... | LiYing 


017 IK | mists 

018 Dusk | Living 
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020 My Life is Light | tiying 
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022 Know Better | Boy 
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031 Atami Ht ZIM | £38 
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4a Jai Postscript 


001 


TOT TEED VE BER Bea EK) Bg US 
HESSIE RS FE ke 
OE RE, RASA PA 
FIRM, tL¥F 
MEATS SEL A Neel a HA BC 
ESE BE ARCA 

Abe UT AALS, FER A vit 
REAR AGATE AGL — OE MEE FY BE 

AS ES Ne Tel A AS EY AS FB ee ABZ TK 
FEM ES oot Rd 

ARZE IER ARS BE 


Gu Pin 


This aquarium is more like a sinking islet 

where the actinia overlaps their shadows 

plotting every time to escape, whereas the infatuated kids 
panic once in a while under the water, perhaps 

in their palms are hiding the veins of a fish 

Every wattle of the actinia 

is a hearkening ear trying to flee 

from a possible sea-peril in the turbulent wave 

What can moisten the body is no more the sea water 
In the double memory loss of the reefs and the riptide 
the breath of the rootstalk becomes extravagant 


RIEL (LARA) BSB 75 HA) 
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BK, BRO (SHG ) 


i FF: 


rete LAF ES 
BGA LS URE LB iy 

BRP Ball iB 

Hel se RCA AB pA EPR 

TR) ASHE IR MEL FP EE 8 HY 
Wl a 
RE FT SRA AE 
PR BE Ae Te AB EL 
MARKAARGLAIN ET 
MET THER 

SUT Shae, AS 
ERRATA], AL iB 

UE LIKES RA — AB 
URE ACT 25 RA — AS ER 

— ELA, ADIN TE ath 


| 
An Qing. An Qing O12 (and other five poems) 
Di Bai 


You are the season of flower-budding 

on which when I seize even the dewdrop 
would be so crystal-like 

that the slightest dust cannot be seen in it 
Your visage is the first sketch 

the world has made for me 

Your voice tortures so much of my sleep 
Every expression of yours is more appealing 
than the chapter of any greatest art 

But I take them down secretly 

and lock them secretly, and tightly 

These are my personal treasury, mine 

You are an effigy to me from Anqing 

You are an effigy to me from the North 
Once you are pictured, when would it fade 


( RUZ (HAGA ) 58 75 HA) 
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BRK, RKO13 


i FF: 


ZR EAE, ABI 
ZR KEAN, ABTS 
ABIN TEAR ARIK, WERE RE La 
SUNMNINSt, AB Ak BS 
Be TEL SF BD ve BUM 
YELAEB 

go RA Sa 

4M, ERAN 

FFA, ERIN AME A 
FLERE AK, Aicte 

FER RAKE RABE 
THE ZR AN BE RO IE 
tHE ZR EN BE 2k AE 
thmtin fe S BE— AY PR 


An Qing. An Qing 013 
Di Bai 


Anqing’s mountains know those days 

Anqing’s rivers know those days 

Those days leisurely passed, without our presupposing 
that they would all sink into the stones from then on 
How many times we have passed 

and who would care to count the times 

Had it been predicted 

we would have counted then 

and we would have counted carefully 

to remember every piece of stone 

every stone that belongs to Anqing 

every tree, every drop of water of Anqing 

and remember every inch of you as thus 
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007 


RK, RKO 
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FORE ICE SA. FEMA A GK 
WHE SURE PAA 

WHE S PRA FR tS 
UF, a Aa eK 

BE-K 

Wwtt SPRAY AY A 
AY, PASC HIEASIN ee 
FALE 6 AY Hd FA 

PR ZS EATEN 

ABSIN GE, SKITS 7 

TATE SBD, aR ee 
TICE SR AES 
ticle S KMS 

TRA TRAE ZO MB, CRE EN Ms 


An Qing, An Qing 014 
Di Bai 


I memorized you just the same, the only you in the world 
I memorized the two hands of yours 

every finger of both of your hands 

which always took mine 

every single day 

I memorized your breast 

on which I would always lay 

when the sun was bright and brilliant 

and you would fondle my face softly 

That day, I memorized in heart 

and let it settle and tidy itself up quietly 

I memorized your lips as well 

and your eyebrows too 

only to regret that it is still less and not enough 


( BUZRF (AISA ) SB 75 HA) 
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Ill 
YR LIKE 2 FM] 
Ue — PALTZ FE 
AA 
Vi IR Ba FM] 
ie — TAGTT HF 


wae SR 

EERE BRE 

Uae SR 
TEAR — FS 4e 
EEL 

PUB RK KA 10 
— Fr 46 

FRAN BETH SET A AH 
el CB oF 

SE ORC 


MOR AKKRINIA 


An Qing. An Qing 015 
Di Bai 


This moment 

You are a lad of An Qing 

You are a lad from the north 

One day 

You will be a man of An Qing 

You will be a man from the north 
Who would give me 

A spring leaf of An Qing 

You give me a snowflake of the north 
A leaf of spring 

I would memorize the sky of An Qing 
A snowflake 

No longer forget the land of the north 
Where the spring leaf may have sprouted 
And the snowflake already melt 

All in the long rive of mine 


( RRA (CEASA ) BS 76 BA) 
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LEER ST PR ko Me] 

— FEAR AES AIR AY ee 
RG 

EFA BIE ZR BI 
IBAZ ERASE IA] SK 

JE AZ EE a OK AI 
JU 46 
BEE TE VRAD TH TE] 


TE TT RAR AY AFT ee NR I 
ry bse sa Hh ASL hal 
IRAE 
AeA, MBATA 
UMA, ARORA 
Ate, BORA A 
BAAS A FEMA S 
PIR IE UF 

AFB AE HOR I 

EL ABER OK J 

EE, SPA sia 


An Qing, An Qing 016 
Di Bai 


Oh, you have made me your brother 

A key that never will forget An Qing 

It’s only too short a period of time 

Which would be of need to reflect on slowly 
When I leaned on you 

When I took in your breath 

Several petals of flower 

Shine between your fingers 


Wind in late spring in the north starts to be satisfied 
You can stretch your eyesight far 

To the endless end 

To see what that is and what there is 

You sit there, lost in thought 

Without knowing what on earth you are thinking 
Let it go, then, do not even try it 

So good is the wind 

That people are all out 

That grass is all up 

Even the wild flowers adopt elegant pose 


(RRS CAA ) ASB 76 BB ) 
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RK, RKO17 


i FF: 
EME, @& AE 


Rit, VIER, PRIEMAICA 
TRU SJL 

Rit, BB MB SLAW 
WR, VEER RB S 


FR BENZ $05 Fl FP A) EF eB] 
ER BENS RAS A 


OK, LES RT 


ERIE SERIA 
EASE SKIN A 


Ere, @& A EF 


An Qing, An Qing 017 
Di Bai 


Wild flower, whose scent comes from the wild 
I said, have a try, how does it taste 

You chewed then 

I said, I want to eat what you chewed 


You, let me lie down 


I want to eat the scent in your mouth 
I want to eat the scent owned by you 


You, let me lie down 


I abandoned the whole sky 
But I obtained a bigger sky 


Wild flower, whose scent comes from the wild 


( RRA (HAA ) BS 76 BA) 
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PRF-:---- ( Sp— 8 ) 


aS et 


PLTERA ICS UF, eA 2248 
FRA FE. 


RIFE 
HEATED ASSAY 
Reta 


FHP, OEE ZEAE _E AO PR SIE FB 
FPR at EK AS 

ti 5 ST A 
HEBER EL, Rinsad 

TERE APRS 


Now... (and other two poems) 
Li Ying 


So beautiful is the sunlight now, pure and not varicolored 
On my skin 

And the back of my hands 

Some open tiny shrieks 

Are spreading 

I reach out, grasping a bed sheet hanging on the line 
After basking in the sun, the sheet 

Puts on the air of a sapling 

I hang it over my shoulder and feel myself 

Struck lightly bright 


ORF (AISA) Ss 76 HA) 
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017 


HS Et 


MEH. MEA MAA 
WR AE EEE ERAS 
AAR EE BUEN HE ES ak kT 


ELSA AI EY teh File 
ARLE FEAL ALGAE Zs AY SCHL 
FEBONT © FEB HF ici A at He Hk 


/\y aby SEPP TL AY FE 205 Ml 
—— RAT, WRC, 7 — ea 
RPE TL ASP FS TCT HE 


Dusk 
Li Ying 


Another dusk. Another quietus period of time 
The sparrow stops by the roadside, lost in thought 
And you stop in the coolness of the guts 


Sisterly roses. Dead silence. 

Those withered twigs submerge 

the street lamps and the very last touch of warm in your 
eyes 


O, the carefully tended sky and stars 

—make up the snow-field, the wilderness, waiting for 
another scene 

Your clarified breath has no wildness any more 
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HBS #2 

esa eles 

fA AHBIADR . ARC F TEES HO BES 
(iF EL Bm GT 

fee FS He 


UWS HERI. RNASE 


TE URVR, FR AYAE fa a HE AY 
ERI FIL Re SE, 
HY fase Well, AY REE MS 


AS BPRS ROGER, FY RE RLERAS EK 


MMT al, KINA 
MA ARE, KAA iE: 
BOA SUFI ZR APPAR 
RAST, RAS RASS 
UK FER, AE LD 


My Life is Light 
Li Ying 


Lower me down to the dust 

Lay me flat at the foot of earth, lower than the bending 
mother 

Lower than the urging that is vibrating in the ears 
Lower than the dusk surrounding you 

And your shadow. Even more than that, my child 


My life is light 

Just like many things around you, passing by gently 
Maybe it is just a split second, or simply a turn 

I may not keep up with you before your yawning 


To tell you one thing, my child 
Or just this— 

If there are no call of home 
No opening gate and arm 
Please do not feel sad 


CRIB (HAA) eSB 76 HB) 
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021 


RAE 
AH 


ERE MANATEE A 
FE AWA BY Be eh 


KRAMER AUR 

WC GES BIS OR ENS A 3 HE BY 
22 WAR AK EL FR 
Use TLS A AEH Ak 
DA Beoxt RANE ALES 22 


IB DAUM OR A AR 


BURKS BRAY AS AY tht 

Wits — EL WL 7s Q HEL? 
BLURS AIA ZK 

DA Be FEI BI OAS FH vat A 
MSZ tal aK 

FES AK A AGEL 

Ft ERAN AE VY A 
FILA RE aa Ze He 


WARE SET A BOR 
AB RLS BF aE 

BO ANE cr $6 [I AE 

TBE AS AE Hal BY ABS 


| Know Better 
BOY 


I know better than to sow the yarning 
Of September in the soil in early April 


Autumn should get in more than a harvest 

It should get in the handkerchief I attempted 

To send you and my passion concentrated like the autumn 
It should get in the splendor and bleakness of September 
And also the conception that leads to another life force 


And there is my promise to you too 

And all that you are unwilling to tell me 

Then the tears which would trickle down 

Once you watch the Quill kind of movie 

And the praise for the brotherly feeling to one another 
Which in this era is no more in vogue 


I know better as a matter of fact 
Than to sow the yarning of September 
In the soil in the early April 


If there is something that I still am expecting to harvest 
It should be in the next year 

And in the nest reincarnation 

Where I would still be the phoenix tree and me 


( REF (ASA ) BS 76 FA) 
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(RANE, MN RINRA 
BORA RR, MER Bp hn 
AEM ABI LL AS AB Ta 

‘eB SIXTH 

BAK LU AS LL a 

MESS Wu E 
He, BSS IAEA BA 


1X BAGS RHE 
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fh, 23 SRA 
WTF fe SEAT he 
PEM I, ROA ABM PF 
iL, AA Thea 


HHA ae, FRADE Te) 


An Qing, An Qing 013 
Di Bai 


He is from Liu’an, a village in Liu’an 

I am from Anqing, a small county of Anging 
He traveled a long way from the other side 
Of Mount. Dabie to this side 

I climbed from the foot of the Mount 

To the slope of the mountain 

Together, we bathed in the same sunlight 


The shining of the sun 
In the past is just ordinary 
While now it is changing day after day 


He, since my resistance to him 

Has been giving me different sunlight 

I have accepted all, all the present him 
And meanwhile cannot help but check on 


His silhouette, my time 


CREF (HARA) SB 77 BA) 
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WEAK (b—-B ) 


#7 44 Arche A 


BRE RTT BA — ER 

BRAIN REAR RAKKAS 
Lee EAH RE 

PRE RTT BIA — BREE 
ARH, Tas A ete 

LE TS PS HA AS aH — PE BS 
Be CECE PRT) HT A — PR 
PRAT 1, TEDL AN 2 68 AY 
PiZEHI Re, ZEAE — AA 
ZB BRK tHE PRM 
FETCIR AN Ado E 
FEAR A AR 


Moon in the Tree (and another poem) 
Ji Jiao Arche A 


I am a tree at your doorstep 

When in winter a bird lingers 

I have all over me leaves that can fly 

I am a laurel at your doorstep 

When the night falls the moon blooms like a flower 
Immersing you slowly into the dream-like lake of yours 
I am atree living at your doorstep 

When the wind comes, I would tell a colorful story 
When the wind comes, I would miss a white cloud 
In which I would also be a tree 

On a boundless and limitless land 

Holding fast to the root of the cloud 


( RUZ (AISA ) ASB 77 HA) 
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#3 4 Arche A 


RAB AA S wA7K 
WAKE HS 9 Abas S KRAE 
WIL A EAN KEE 
WTR AT BS 

Peek Se ie 


TCHR KAS SHE 
Kite Aa 7 VAR 

wy 2 KS ed 

ETE TRS Fas a ZEUS 
TBA LEAR AK FRE A al FS EY Ti) 


I Love You 
Ji Jiao Arche A 


To the lake the sky gives a cloud 

To the sky the lake gives blue eyes 

The white flowers of the water plants by the lake 
Drift from the small dimple of wind 

Into the blue heart of the sky 


To the sea the boundless land gives river 

The sea brings after returning from afar 

To the land a grain of sand 

Which leaves in the conch’s ear some words of the wind 
And the salty time salted by seawater 


(RIBERA A ) SS 77 HA) 
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El bc fie Jeet 77 A te | 
MED Aa 

2 RET Ata 

Wet aa 

FE PRB ZE 5] [B] F386 30 Ph o¢K—— 
Ah eK 

BEARS BS AYE 

4 i — 

FP ANZ te WE RU 

PE UR TAMA LZ Fe 


Nostalgia (group poems) 
Shi Ying 


A sojourn in another country far away from home 
Gives rise to a secret nostalgic longing 

Only after a short period of time passed 

The nostalgia is just like the silk of thousand threads 
Pulling my heart and soul back to the distant Lion city 
Which is my homeland 

Where I was born and raised 

Every time when I think of this 

The nostalgic yearning would surge 

And lap the bank of my heart again and again 


030 


031 
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“EDA AR SE Ew ii 
1 AGE iL fe 
WN NE 
Doin R28. WLS 
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RK A SE 
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BRAS RTE SCA EI E 
He A Bs 


1k ft PARA 


Long-cherished Wish 
Shi Ying 


My diploma is not so high 

Just halfway up a mountain 

I am not discouraged though 

With Gorkii and Shen Congwen 

As my models 

Who shine like banners 

I strive on the way of literature 
Hoping that I could make it 

To the peak where I can overlook all 


To reach the milestone of my integrity 
I take steady steps each time 

Nothing daunted 

The selflessness of Justice Bao 

Sets for me another example 

Who gives off golden light 

I strive on the way of literature 
Hoping that I could make it 

To the bright spotless crystal future 


( RUZ (tAGSA ) 58 77 HA) 
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Personality Purism 
Shi Ying 


The thought to possess purism 
Once flashed through my mind 
Like a rainbow 

Which was hidden 

When a haze rose 

And never appeared again 

The mark left deep in my soul 
Cannot be erased 

Its catalysis still work— 

Making me immune to seduction 
And the greed for money 

Thus my personality is kept lofty 
And as clear as crystal 


(REEL (IAA ) SS 77 HA) 
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Refueling the Torch 
Shi Ying 


Earning a living in the field of medicine and literature 
Consuming energy for most of my life 

I never ran into 

A light kept on illuminating 

In the darkness 

Which making me often step on the briar 

For my destination 

I went on suffering the pain at each step 

And finally gained 

In the midst of diseases 

A popularity and reputation 

That make me noted in the literary arena 

Even so I will not be heady with success 

I just deem it my duty 

To refuel the torch of Chinese culture 

And not to fail it 

Which would be like the bee making honey 
By so doing I feel like I’m in the spring breeze 


( RUZ (AISA ) 58 77 BA) 
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Efi i ha 
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HE XB 
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Dying Candle Unable to Guide 
—Heartfelt Speech to My Old Comrades-in-Arms 
Shi Ying 


Youth has been burnt down to ashes 
Life is just like a candle 

Burning away gradually 

Whose flame is about to be out 
Harder to beacon at night 

And lead the way 

A shield is needed to keep it 

From the wind and frost 

Barging in the rain is no more fitting 
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REFLIBZIRA 
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FE ZK PF BE RS 
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A BIE AUS 
Wee F His 

WU ee TRAE A GK 
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AHH ER AAA 


ause for Peranankan 
Shi Ying 


Having lost the soil to root 

The foreignized Chinese 

Is just like the duckweed 

Drifting in the wind on the water 

Though it is a small distance 

No smell of the dirt can reach 

The Lion city where they survive 

Hence the numerous groups 

Acknowledge no more their identity 

As the offspring from the far Chinese ancestors 
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arp Change of Sense 
in Ethnic Identity 


Shi Ying 


With English as the media of communication 
The overseas Chinese 

Has got their mind westernized 

From childhood to adulthood 

Changing gradually their sense of ethnic identity 
Which should be considered 

As the original soil to root 

This thought, however 

Is dispersing like the fog 

If their heart is likened 

To a metallic piece 

China would no more be the magnetic field 
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ZB DEARVABI, Hlth, ce Sb tir AGRA ta BE 
TMPLZE, Hedi, MELA ABSA BER 


Fire Punishment (and another four poems) 
Di Bai 


Eras ago, the Earth Core said, it was the Emperor and the 
Nobles’ need. But now 
Is it not the need of the people, asked the Earth Core 
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tae 


Anging, Anging 014 
Di Bai 


Several days later on a good sunny day 

He nodded to me at an interval and I followed out 
We looked at each other, not saying a word 

He moved his lips and paused when I seemed 

To be full of words in mouth without speaking 

We looked at each other, and the nice sun too 

Then he smiled to me and I too to him 

He touched my face, my hair 

All of a sudden, I wished it could last longer 

Really nice and good sun. But the interval was to end 


More often than that, we would be together 
Watching, watching something, or watching 
Him and me. Also the sky, the sunbeams 

We did not want to say more, perhaps we did not 
Need at all the wordy talking. Perhaps just 
Watching or watching him and me, the sky 

and the sunbeams were good enough 

He would smile and I too 

Or I would get closer to him 

To let him touch my face, my hair. 
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Anging, Anging 015 
Di Bai 


Watching, listening, thinking 

Watch when there was even nothing to watch 
Think when there was even nothing to think about 
Think when it was quiet 

Think when it was noisy 

Think when it was unoccupied 

Think when it was bustling 

Think looking at the moon 

Think looking at the sun 

I would be expecting, at every single moment 
Expecting, so long as it was his light 


He’d asked me to be with him even outside the classroom 
To be by his side, bathing together in the sunlight 

He was much taller than me, with his standard lean figure 
I liked his fingers and every acts of his 

I liked his Adam’s apple which lured me in the light 

I liked to take his hand and breathe into his palm 

And when there was no one around I would kiss 

His apple quickly with the throbbing of my heart 
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Anging. Anging 016 
Di Bai 


In high school, we were asked to study till noon 
The afternoon of Sunday became what we spared 
After lunch at home, we could go out to where 
There was a grove which was not far from school 
The trees were tall and dense to shun the noises 
If we could be hurry, we’d dive into the woods 
Deeper and deeper, we could be free 

His freedom was also mine 

If we dived deep enough to where there was a wide 
Slight slope and a river 

The freedom of ours was to be in the woods 

And on the slope, which were dotted with flowers 


He liked to be in the woods, so was I 

The woods kept the burning sunlight out. There 
Were also skipping shadow of the leaves, especially 
When they were on our face and our clothes 

It became a moment of multicolor and 

A moment of vagueness. Apart from the eye-contacts 
That was moment he tried to seek and seize 

And the moment of skipping shadow enhanced 

To some extent our yearning for each other 
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The border between the woods and the slope 

Was also a place where we liked haunting. Shiny 

We could see the river afar crossing past 

Besides, people opposite the bank couldn’t see clearly 
The other bank beyond was the suburbs with country 
smell 

The other bank beyond stretched patches of farmland 
Which were wide and long without the end 

When the spring came, the temptation! 

The rape flowers bloomed, scattered in the farmland 
Or around, making it the best scenery 

With the farmhouse afar to embellish 
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Moonlight Above the Moss 
Chen Zhong 


He sits meditating 

In the moonlight above the moss. Wafting 
Over an opened sutra 

Is some back-flowing time 

And tide between 

you and him 

Appearing to be door on the latch 


His heart is brimming over with the bright light 
And the wooden fish has swum out of the water of night 


A stick of incense burnt, the slope behind him is carpeted 
With profuse colors and flowers. Your bustling 
And teeming heart still throbs with the flashy world 


The moss, swimming in the moonshine, starts to rise 
Where to appeal for the pilgrim soul? 

The clouds slide past the creeks, moistening the bamboos 
Like a flowing stream 

Without any trace 


CREF (HANSA) BER 78 HA) 


054 


055 


BAZAR MAH (Sb—-B ) 


PZ 


42-E. TCR. RSE, JPR ARR 
TRE -SERVESL, CELE Ze 

FRE Fr ee, A TT 7 
AYER, ERG HER AC 
PABBA AM 
RETA, WRESKAARE 


PARTIR TA Uk PEE 
BEV RA, BONY JL AE Ie BR oe HE 
Pal, Ae RARE 

PN ZK, MRA Bl tie 9 tke S 
MARK, BOR REV PA 
Bi, TLARGEIT, DRAPE ES ee 


Why Do I Love This City 


(and another two poems) 
Lin Zhiyun 


Dusty,disordered, demoded, almost devoid of spring 

And individuality—buildings of this kind are everywhere 
I live here in a dilapidating building, rising with the sun 
And not ceasing at sunset. The newspapers I am editing 
Are coming out like big falling leaves stack after stack 
Each day falling away to make yesterday dust of today 


My love for the city started from one afternoon ten years 
ago, when my daughter was born at 6 PM in the 
Provincial Hospital 

With that cry, my youthhood was terminated 

And a little girl came into her hometown for the first time 
From then on, I decided to be a serious poet 

Neither rich nor poor, with enough love to retain 
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I Saw the vlocset him Morning Fell 


Lin Zhiyun 


With their wings the bats carried away the darkness 
While other birds bring the morning holding in the beak 


The dormer to the bedroom is unclosed 

And the morning falls 

A country woman opens 

The delicate white gauze 

And the dust in the corners is swept back to yesterday 


A faint sound carries from afar 
Hopping on the stones by the creek and the fence 


A moment like this is what I would commit to memory 
The bird song falls from a height 

Dripping into small fruit 

A morning and tide like this 

Send off the southern nights wave by wave 

In the watercourse of early summer 
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Red and Blue are All My Favorite 
(and another three poems) 
Shi Ying 


The fire-like energy once 

Set the torch of my ideal 

On fire, for which reason 

I am attached to the color of red 
From my youth with black hair 
To the time Iam grey with age 
The fire-like sincerity 

Never gets cold 

Also I like the color of blue 
Which is as tender as the green water 
Built on my heart 

Like an invisible dike 

Never surges a giant wave 
From the wind 

For the chilly reality 

My heart ripples like a lake 
Where blue and red mingles 

To make 

A series of sonorous notes 

In my life 

This harmonious tune is played 
For my senior days 

And becomes a melody 

And a way to dispel the loneliness 
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Children’s Voice 
Shi Ying 


The voice of a child 

Carries thousands of miles to me 
A four-year-old grandson’s voice 
Drips like the dew 

On my heart, fresh and cool 

It sounds even like 

A melody from a song 

And as clear and crisp as a crystal 
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Greenhouse Flowers Know not Cold 
Shi Ying 


If knowledge is acquired only through book 
And savored like tasty wine 

If self-entertainment and intoxication is reached 
Without knowing anything about the worldly sufferings 
And even the bitter taste of medicine 

A pedant bookworm like this 

Would be brighter than a street lamp 

Even though he is endowed 

With wits and wisdom 

Which shine brightly 

In the dark night 
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Lament for Disconnected Friendship 
Shi Ying 


When young, friendship is ink-thick 

With the wind and frost of life 

Getting bitter and bitter 

It finally becomes bland like water 

The once heated discussions in gatherings 
Are no longer 

We would even brush past each other 
With only a wave of the hand 

The friendship resembles a broken-lined 
Kite flowing away and vanishing 
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Talk Between the Cow and the Grass 
BOY 


Couldn’t I just think if I am not allowed to do 
Couldn’t I just dream if I am not permitted to think 
You guts are all about thinking 

While mine are about dreaming 

Which actually are the dormant but poised volcanoes 
Inside which are burning and boiling 

What is needed is no more than a chance 

Or an aftershock from a remote earthquake 


Your thinking is probably more daring 

My dream, however, is also bold beyond comparing 
Yours is a silent monologue inside 

And mine a murmuring by a runaway soul 

In this fake reality that has been hushed 

I need a dream-reader and you a Freud 


Don’t just open the water gate to my mind 

Don’t just loosen the rope around my soul 

Please let me speak, give me a chance to be naked 
Even in this heaven sealed by snow storm 

I'd be free and easy instead of being lonesome 
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Anging, Anging 016 (and other four poems) 
Di Bai 


It was a sunny afternoon 

We brought a bottle of boiled water 

and seated ourselves bordering on the woods 
The water was still hot. He took a few sips 
and give the bottle to me before I gave it back 
—Give it to me 

Upon my words, he was startled a little bit 
Glancing at me before another glance 

He touched my chin and let me lie down 

On the slope with his hands on my shoulder 
I separated his legs to encircle me 

He followed and tightened 

Looking at me carefully and took a careful 
Sip to pass it to my lips 

One time after another 

..and finally, we were one 
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Anging, Anging 019 
Di Bai 


He’s not an orphan, but just about one whose ancestors 
Lived in the countryside of Lu'an and who when small 
Had lost his father before his mother left and remarried 
As the only grandson to the only son of the family, he was 
Raised in his hometown and taken to school by his aunt 
who got married in town, making him sort of rebellious. 
Upon this I'd usually think Lu’an may have no difference 
with Anqing. I never have been to Lu’an 

But for this reason the wing of my imagination flaps 

It’d be in Ta-pieh Mountains, I'd fancy like this. 

And father north, it’d be Huaihe River 

It'd be Huaihe River, which I'd picture it my heart 

A river which possesses good scenery and unique appeal 
Like him, or seems like him with an indistinct figure 

Or he is exactly the Huaihe River, all that the river has 
And the Huaihe River is just him and everything like him 
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Anging, Anging 021 
Di Bai 


For the first time I washed his feet. It was also 
my first time to do it for another person. We did 
it in public when the elder watched us for a while 
smilingly without a second thought. Perhaps it'd 
be more gratified to see us so intimate and close 
I put off his shoes, socks and immersed his feet 
in the water heated in the wok of country kitchen. 
Then I fondled his feet, watched them carefully 
for the first time. That was a pair of long feet 
with perfectly straight toes and jutting joints 
Very sexy feet. The lower part of the lower legs 
were covered with some hairs, and the lunula 

of the toenails was in a high proportion, showing 
his good health. I looked at him and scratched 
the sole of his feet. Then he touched my Adam's 
apple gently for a while. 
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Anging, Anging 022 
Di Bai 


The moonlight of the night is extremely good 

and the stars too. We spent quite a while in the field 
Never has the air been so fresh 

I could listen carefully and clearly to his footsteps 

I could listen quietly to the happiness of the steps 
Short as the time may be, I could follow him 
Would not it be better? Yes, it is better! 


And I finally achieved a success 

in winning a boy I love so much sleeping by my side 
for a whole night, during which when I was awake 

I just hugged him, feeling his heartbeats and the firm 
back of his. I managed to hold the chance to smell 

the special male odor of his body in which I sensed 

the color of sky, the broadness of earth, the constant 
soil scent of the rural area, even the cleanness of city 
Despite the blackness of the night, his hair could be 

so shiny. What gave out from his auricle was fragrant 
In just a night like this, I examined all about him closely 
What he thought was bestowed on me in the quiet night 


( AREF (SA) BS BO A) 
RIFE ITA pS AA 


076 


077 


BRK, RK 023 


i FF: 


WWW, FEN AAGT, 102% PE 


LSE IE, TRU AR, fetes EL ELA 
JEFF A LAK Zit, HE Be 

AR Ft BE eae FLT 

HR, BSTRU—, AiR BK 
EARIEAF Tal, UBC a AP 

PUR BAe, Aiba WS be 


HAA keke, Bia. 7a BRIT AZ 
2 OMIA, (ARAA—IRIAA BBA 


HLA et eats, eb Pale 
E22), BU a thHe A AMS 
(he EWS id, FEES KAN 
att SAD AORIN IRIE, fibrin Be 


AAA ATEN HE, BS Aah 


HEME RATT TENT, WOR BRIG 


thy 


AERA, B77 ANE BF 


T)WYAR SA, (TEAR & 
FUE ARSE DAE Ee — ZR EE AE 
MEANS RUA, ite SRA AB Zi 


ie 


Anging, Anging 023 
Di Bai 


His hometown locates on the north side of Lu'an 
bordering Fuyang and Huainan city. Quite mountainous 
area, tall trees, very tall and straight, typical of the north 

with the farmland resembling much the north land 

which is very dry, tidy and looks grand in style 

His old home is rather open, a bungalow with tall roof 
Four directions surrounded, making it a Peking quadrangle 
Courtyards in front and at the back. Neighbors all around 
Old fashioned, it is still a placid place to enjoy the life 


He, being almost the only hope of his native land, was 

highly expected to fulfill the promise from his grandfather 

His merits invited love and affection from everyone 

who reposed in him much of their longing to the future 

who wanted to open the convenient door to big city 

once he lived up to his promise, perhaps with some glory 
He was indeed excellent at studying, always top of the class 

The environment and experience since his birth made him 

aware of a lot and what kind of road he was going to take 

He didn't plan, though, that I would be with him. 
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Under the Moonlight of Tonight 
Lin Zhiyun 


Today is an ancient day 

Tonight snow-white beard comes out from the sky 
when in the evening there'd be only Li Bai and Su Shi 
singing at a high place not visible to man 

Their wine flows over the cup 

moistening the eyes of the itinerants 


The usually light moonshine 

walks heavily tonight 

on the roof of childhood home 

Mama is getting up from dream, muttering 
and throwing a coat over my distant heart 
to keep me warm 


Outside the window 

are the white feathers of the moon 
All the rivers of tonight 

are flowing in the direction of home 
and countless trains of nostalgia 
jam up the road to the moon 
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BOY 


I conceal myself in the mantle of fog 

No one, including me, could even find me 
My misty and blurry eyes meet nothing 
My heart stumbles and no one cares to help 


Harder and shorter becomes the breath 

All of them raise their heads into a hue and cry 
Cursing cruelly at the once shining blue azure 
The sun has gone stray, in the smog exhaled 
Together by yous and mes. The still fresh green 
Hence dare not deride the winter of Jinan 
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Flying Birds (and other three poem) 
Di Bai 


The birds are flying 
Yet you don't know to where they fly 


You don't know to where the birds fly 
You do know, however, they are flying 
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Anging, Anging 025 
Di Bai 


Always hard to make a departure. But hope go with it 
Deep in the night, I asked him tentatively, can I go back 
With him for a few days in the coming summer vacation 
He said yes directly. Bright sun and fresh breeze 

In the following day he told his grandparents I'd be back 
With him in the vacation, delighting them with moist eyes 
I looked at the vast land again, the rolling continuity 

The land that gave me more joy. This is his hometown 
And he, became my happiest imagination without rein 
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Anging, Anging 027 
Di Bai 


O! Spring, the spring of Lu'an 

a most colorful season with him the most blazing one 
Spring comes only when he is here 

Huai river makes her rhythm 

Ta-pieh Mountains plays his note 

Farmers plough in the fields 

Deep in the forest are the creatures 

calling for the colors of the spring 

while he is the whole of spring 

He walks and walks, setting out on a jouney to spring 


Walking out from the countryside of Lu'an, he walks 
into the spring of Lu'an in which there 

in the blooming warm spring is me 

who anticipate a spring for me in the place 

but I don't know when the flowers would bloom 

I don't expect the flowers to be very beautiful 

Even there is just a trail of faint scent that can tell me 
it would be my spring, hard to notice as it may be 

It finally come to me from Lu'an 
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Anging, Anging 023 
Di Bai 


Here he comes, bringing with him the spring of Lu'an 
and the spring of Anqing, thus I go 
to Anqing, a place of mine and his 

The spring breeze wafts while spring is still young 
connecting already with the sky and the earth from Dabie 
Mount to Huai River, flying past farm and wood 

and the birds in flight and laughter audible everywhere 
So immense is spring that his heart is brimming with it 
So tender is spring that his palm is moistened by it 

All through last night till this morning he was beside me 


Spring could have been a pursuit or an aspiration 

So many people are devoted and unswerving to find it 

So many things get blurry in the birth and death of spring 

All the reproof and the worldly spring just come and go 

The spring-like emotion of man, however 

creates so much sorrow and merry 

The spring blossoms wilt and out in transmigration while 
People always plunge into immense depression in departure 

How I wish that a sound sleep follows the dawn 

and that a beam of sunlight would stay there for me 
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Commemorative Coin 
BOY 


I’m given a commemorative coin lying in a small blue box 
On which the language of an unknown country is printed 
It’s a souvenir to remind the owner of where he had been to 
So it should be the owner who keeps the coin as a keepsake 

But I, who have nothing to commemorate, have taken 
Possession of the commemorative coin. 
The owner’s memory is committed 
To the coin before it’s committed, with the giver’s memory 

To me, making the coin commemorative again 
for its’ being given to me 
The coin is for the memory of many people and meanings 

And every meaning is stacked up into the present and the past 
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Medical Mirror 
Wang Dexi 


In the broken mirror forth burst the candle lights 

Those cooking smoke, cow mooing, dog barking, frog 
croaking, wild goose singing 

And reed and mulberry and wind and rain and reading 
Are carefully picked up 

Some of the broken pieces with reflective images cut my 
hand. I still collect them and piece them together 

And let my vacant eyes shed innocent tears 

No! This is my dreaming of the dew and the testimony of 
homeland in the blank and misty love 


Take heart as realm, medicine testimony, history a mirror 
Love in pain, just like 

I had never abandoned God 

The mountains and rivers brimming with flowers 

Are counting themselves petal after petal 

With which I make them each a home 

Tonight, I am bitten by the moon yet again 
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Tarim (and another poem) 
Di Bai 


Tarim, Tarim, your roses are blooming 
reddening everything 

Gobi Desert, new wave rippling, so youthful 
youthening the sun 
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Junggar 
Di Bai 


Roses blooming in Junggar, the great desert blazes with fire 
Roses reddening Junggar, grander and grander becomes 
the desert 


A thousand years' vastness is betrothed in a day. 
The sun's flowers pray. 
Who can bear to leave the one that strives to seek beauty? 
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Fate (and another two poems) 
Zuo You 


I dug a pit. I had been digging it for a while 
Then I looked at it 

and filled it again. No one knows 

what I buried for my fate 
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pnlight Before the Bed 


Zuo You 


The moon is a hole made by 
the dropping of a bare collarbone of the sky 


Just like a roaring animal hiding deep inside me 
I am a wound of this epoch 

A knife who cannot speak 

scrapes open my bright teeth 

with time during every day 
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Secret 
Zuo You 


Those dead people 
they actually are still alive secretly 


Ever since I knew their names 
they had been following me 


Long before daybreak, I saw them 
So [hurried up, finding happily so many stars flying 


and changing into matches 


They strike matches one after 
another. The cigarettes burning casually on the tree 


They talked a few words with me and then vanished away 
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Yellow River Of (and another poem) 
BOY 


On seeing the word, the galloping color is already flying 
into the eyes 

On hearing the word, the roaring sound is already 
deafening the ears 

Ten thousand frightened bulls or horses are running 

A giant lion is holding up high his furious mane 

A deluge of water from sky is downpouring 
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Yellow River 02 
BOY 


She is not always surging 

rolling down the yellow dirt and red sand 

She is not always peaceful 

easing the willows and birds along the bank 

I am one of the Chinese descendants 

born and raised by the Yellow River 

After my sightseeing, I stand 

by the Hukou waterfall and make a free leap 

In an upsurge of silt, I'd toss and tumble 

breaking my body of dirt 

before returning to the fine powder 

of the yellow dirt and red sand 

Then I'd go with it, lifting up my head at times to see 
the willows and birds by the bank. Gradually I'd settle down 
and turn peaceful again and, sleep long on the thick riverbed 

lifting up the surging and roaring river in return 
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| To Hai Zi 


Chen Runyan 


The child of black night bleeds black 
While his trouser legs are stained with black mud 
He loves dusk, void and death 


Ten fingertips, ten drops of sea water 

The salty tears on my lips are the remains of your soul 
What my opening arms aim to embrace is the ocean in 
your eyes 

I yearn for somewhere to nestle in the mundaneness 

In my ego I seek extreme freedom from solitude 

I cannot face my body anymore, neither 

Do I intend to recall the memories of sinking into mire 

I am the child of black night, land and ocean, same as you 


Rolling mud is an invisible chopper 
I want it to be splashed by sea water 
Life is the sharp awl of a lonely soul 
I want it to ascend and descend true cliff 
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A Green Train to Autumn 
Tan Feng 


This is a green train 
Is it green? Sure it is 
It is a lush and live green 


With a green dream I get on it 
Expecting it to head for spring green 
On it, however 

While I am on it 

I see yellow leaves 

T run into autumn wind 

Ahead of me is a pool of dead water 
On which float fish with white belly 
What I run into is dusk—an encounter 
between the dusk and a full moon 
—a lost 

—a death 

—a departure 


Am I on a green train? 
How come I am reaching autumn 
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The So-called Departure 


Gao Renbin 


Comparing to Li Bai and Wang Wei of that age 
Departure takes an obviously different form. A Formalism 


When we departed, there is no wine, dance or song 
We just said “see you” through Wechat 


But always we would not see each other again 
Just like death and life, only a step away 
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Pupil in the Rain 
(and other two poems) 
Xue Wu 


Stepping on the ground wet 
is like keeping two naughty kitties 


Sticky, 
From head to foot 


No shaking off the mist and mizzle 
in the South of Changjiang River 
Soft stories whisper in the ear 


It is looking at me and you just like this 
From the deep azure skies 
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Seagull Observing the Sea 


Xue Wu 


Seagull observing the sea 
Is like Jung observing Freud 


Fishes are quite like fragments 
From thousands of years' memories 


There are in the dreams bridges 
From soul to body 


The rocks pushing the shadows 
Wave towards the depth of the sea 


Ah, history! Fly! 
Unfolding condensed or displaced dings 
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Homesickness 


Xue Wu 
Pushing open the glowing window 


I see a cross 
And a church steeple 


Low bungalows 
Seem bare and empty 


Time is pulling away their loneliness 
One by one like a creaky bed 


The sun is going back home 
With not a single beam of light 


The angel is drooping his head 
Missing his home 
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